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And a dark time had 
covered our land. Long 
before the times of kings 
and great wars. Demons 
roamed this world. A time 
that many of us wish to 
forget, yet there are 
those of us painfully 
cursed to remember. 

The tale within this tome, 
is a tale of one such 
creature and his 
obessession with the 
woman Sarah. 


Within those years of 
darkness a creature 
known as Asmodeus 
appeared. Ashmadia to 
some. A terrible beast, 
a destructive one. 
Hundreds fell to his 
wrath. Even many of the 
order were slayed. We 
searched and searched yet 
not a answer came. Till 
that is he met Sarah. 


She was a beautiful lass, 
her heart was pure, as 
was her body. He first 
caught glimpse of her the 
night of her first 
wedding. It was I dare 
say lust at first sight. 
There she laid in her 
bridal bed, dressed him 
white silks awaiting her 
husband. Her face child 


like with fear of the 
moment and as she did. 
The Devil plotted, and 
just as her husband was 
to join her, he collapsed 
upon the oor, His heart 
did stop and Asmodeus 
did laugh. She would be 
his. 

Now Sarah she was such 

a innocent woman, that 
some said she could see 
evil. When Asmodeus in 
mortal form presented 
himself to her as a 
suitor she let out a 
scream. A scream so 
intense, so powerful that 
it repeled him. He could 
not tolerate the noise. 
He took to the shadows 
to watch and plot once 
again. 


Time went on and Sarah 
met another, and fell in 
love. Oh how jealous he 
was. How angry he was. 
It was then he decided if 
he could not win her 
heart and have her for 
himself, noone would. 
The night of her second 
wedding history repeated 
herself, as she laid 
awaiting her husband in 
the bridal bed, he 
collapsed suddenly his 
heart ceasing to beat. 


Sarah sought the help of 
a Priest, one of our 
order, and around her 
was found the aura of 
evil intent. Try as we 
may we could not rid her 
of the aura, and life 
went on. With our 
blessings she married a 


third time, to one of our 
own charges. He was a 
bright young man, gifted 
in the art of alchemy. 
The night came the vows 
exchanged, and he too 
greeted the reaper of 
death. 

Sarah's reputation was 
ruined. Some began to 
call her the black widow. 
Others shuned her and 
called her a curse. All in 
all before her death 
Sarah married eight 
times, seven of which 
died. It was the eight 
that set her free. 


It was upon a night, and 
in a place where the 
water rushed from a high 
peak into a jagged 
cavern. That that young 
woman stood. Seven times 
a widow looking out into 
the night. 


It was in that spot, that 
she decided her life was 
not worth living. She was 
a curse, She was all they 
said. 


That night as she 
teetered upon the edge 

of the ravine. A man 
approached. A not so 
ordinary man. One with 
magics unlike anything we 
had ever seen, and with 
him he brought hope. 


"If ye kill thyself” he 
spoke softly, he always 
spoke softly. “He will win, 
trust me and I shall set 
ye free.” 

She looked between her 


untimely death, and the 
man. Her eyes filled with 
tears, her heart filled 
with pain. 

"I seek not to kill 
another” she whispered 
softly in return. "I doubt 
that any can free me.” 

He smiled, and drew her 
into his arms. Placing a 
gentle kiss upon her 
forhead. "If I die it shall 
not be in vain, for I got 
to hold a beauty such as 
ye.” 

So she agreeded. Turning 
that night from her 
death, and embracing her 
life once more. She 
Followed him through hill 
and valley, over mountain 
and across the ocean. To 
a land covered in ice. 


